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choke yourself in the sands of the Panjdb. You may
be called Langchhenkhabad, and be fe4 by the mouths
of elephants or demons ; you may be richly laden with
gold-dust, and may worm your way into the bowels of
the earth, until, in sunless caverns, you pollute the
waters of Alph, the sacred river; but you shall have
none of my dust to grind against the walls of your
rock-prison."

In order to reach Nako, where Mr Pagell was to
part from, me, we had to cross Lfo Porgyul at a height
of about 14,000 feet, the lower path having become
impassable; but that could not be done in a day, so
we camped at a very charming spot called Gyumur,
on the Sutlej side of the great mountain, at the height
of about 12,000 feet. This was a place corresponding
to Namgea and Shipki Rizhing, having a few terraced
fields, and also a few huts ; but it was more level than
these other outlying stations, and had willow-trees with
rills of pure water running through meads of soft, thick,
green grass. A spot like this has a peculiar charm
after days of barren rock, and it was all the more plea-
sant because Lfo Porgyul shaded the sun from off us
by 3 P.M., and left a long, cool, pleasant afternoon.

Mr Pagell's convert, whose father had been heredi-
tary executioner at Kundwar, came out very great on
this occasion. All along he had "shown a disposition
to talk without measure, and without much regard as
to whether any one was listening to him qr not. It
seemed as if having been denied the privilege of cut-
ting off human heads, and so stopping human breath,
he had a special claim to use his own throat and his
own breath to an unlimited extent. Mr Pagell, with
his kind and philosophical view of human frailty,
excused- his follower on the ground that it was the
man's nature so to act; and clearly it was so. If the
Hereditary Executioner had somewhat restrained his